


“You ever notice how Congress- 
men become military nuts every 
time somebody even considers 
closing down. an Army or Navy 
base?”—Page 12 
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This Little Piggie Had None 


as there ever been a cop show on TV where the 
witnesses cooperate with the cops? 

Has this ever happened? 

I was watching a 
Law and Order the other 
day, and they were in- 
vestigating a rape, and 
every person they talked 
to would say “I don’t 
know nothin,” or “I don’t 
have nothin to say,” or 
they would answer the 
questions but have an 
attitude about it, like “I 
don’t like you standin in 
my livin room—youw’re a 
cop.” 

I mean, I know there 
are people who hate 
cops—mostly crimi- 
nals—but I don’t think 
99 per cent of the popu- 
lation treats em like 
Jehovah’s Witnesses. 

What would be 
wrong with acting nice Foot Centerfold. 
to the cop—especially if you’re guilty of a crime? 

What would be wrong with saying, “Oh, Officer, 
you caught me by surprise! Murder? You don’t say!” 

But instead of that, some of the innocent people 
get so nasty that you think they’re probly guilty. I 
understand that the screenwriters like it that way, 
but a show like Law and Order is supposed to be 
based on fact. They actually do have cases in New 
York City where people just flat don’t care whether 
the crooks get nailed or not. 

Maybe this is why there are people who actually 
believe that thirty-seven El Lay cops, the coroner’s 
office, and the District Attorney’s staff are all part of 
a conspiracy to frame O.J. for a murder he didn’t 
commit. They watch the trial all day long on TV, then 
say, “A-hah! You see that! They took a vial of blood, 
ran all over town with it, sloshed it on O.J.’s Bronco, 





J.J. North puts on a little weight and wonders whether they'll still like 
her at Plaything Magazine, in the instant camp classic Attack of the 60 


and then kept it a secret till this slick New York 


lawyer forced em to tell about it.” 


And all this comes at a time when people are 






saying, “More cops! More cops on the street! More 
cops on my street!” 

Why? So you can find somebody to insultquicker? 

Why don’t we just invite these guys in for a cup of 
coffee and see what they want? 

They probly do not want you. 

And, if they do want you, maybe they'll drop the 
charges. 

Wouldn’t that make a whole lot more sense? 

And speaking of people you should definitely be 
nice to, Attack of the 60 Foot Centerfold poses the 
question, “What if your girlfriend was so huge she 
could smush you like an ant at any moment?” Pretty | 
dang scary, huh? This is the long-awaited epic star- 
ring J.J. North as the ditzy blonde who takes just a 
little bit too many breast-enhancement drugs and 
ends up stomping around Malibu like the Godzilla 


Illustrated Swimsuit Issue. 

Once this happens, the 
photographers and maga- 
zine publishers surround- 
ing her do the sensitive, 
civilized thing: They stick 
her in a freak-show tent 
until they can get the pho- 
tos they need for a six- 
crease fold-out. Unfortu- 
nately, the other models are 
jealous, so one of em steals 
her blue beauty vials and 
we end up with Duelling 
Bikini Behemoths, terror- 
izing the population in 
downtown Hollywood as 
they engage in a hair- 
pulling, traffic-stopping 
catfight. 

Meanwhile, the inven- 
tor of the Hugeness Chemi- 
cal is trying to develop an 
antidote by attempting to 


shrink his eight-foot-tall lab J.J. 
rat by spraying stage smoke on him. This gives us 
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ammy Parks do Hollywood. 
plenty of time for scenes of the sixty-foot J.J. trying 
to keep her halter top in place, and repeatedly failing 
to do so. 

My kinda movie, from the guy who brought us 
Dinosaur Island and many other fine tasteless ep- 
ics—Fred Olen Ray his ownself. 

Two dead bodies. Twenty-five breasts. One giant 
rat. Giant dart to the back. Exploding rat. Exploding 
supporting cast. Gratuitous chainsaw attack. Drive- 
In Academy Award nominations for Tammy Parks, 
as the bitchy redhead who says “Have you looked in 
the mirror lately? How old are you—thirty? Are your 
breasts getting smaller?”; the gorgeous J.J. North, in 
the title role, for saying “Help me, I’m huge!” and “I’m 
a big girl—I can take care of myself”; George Stover, 
as the lab assistant who screams “Oh my God, what 
have we done?”; the legendary Michelle Bauer, as the 
trigger-happy lab assistant who says “It might be too 
late!”; Jay Richardson, as the sleazoid magazine 
publisher who orders his girlfriend to carry all the 
bags because “I’m an equal-rights kinda guy” while 
telling J.J. “You’re gonna be bigger than Elvis”; G. 
Gordon Baer, as the beefy cigar-chomping ratskin- 
boot-wearing exterminator; Tim Abell, as the photog- 
rapher who just can’t bring himself to have sex with 
a sixty-foot woman; Ted Monte, as the geeky 
photographer’s assistant who loves J.J. so much he 
orders 250 Fatburgers and brings them to her in a 
wheelbarrow; Raelynn Saalman, as the slinky 
suntanning Playmate who will do anything to be 
famous; and Fred Olen Ray, the producer/director, 
for doing things the drive-in way. 

Four stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


Birthday Suit or Lawsuit? 


Virginia- 
based actress 
Roberta Hall 
has never made a 
movie, so she was 
understandably 
shocked when she 
saw her name fea- 
tured on a lvideo 
box. Apparently 
her screen test 
was used in a 
documentary on 
low-budget film- 
making without 
her consent. The 
film’s producers 
utilized her nude 
scene thinking she would never 
be the wiser. Not only did she 
find out, but so did her father’s 
law firm. Hence, the tape is no 
longer available. Actually, it’s 
destroyed. 

Screenwriter Ray Bradley 
(Warrior Bitch) knows how to 
double his money in the B busi- 
ness. According to a certain di- 


Debbie Rochon 


the same script. 


rector, Bradley 
sold him the 
rights to a futur- 
istic erotic thriller 
that was sched- 
uled for produc- 
tion in October. 
His efforts came 
to a screeching 
halt when an ex- 
associate shared 
the story line of a 
script he just pur- 
chased. Not only 
did the tale sound 
familiar, but so 
did the title. They 
had both optioned 


Canadian special effects art- 
ist Gary Lambe recently com- 
pleted the Alberta-based epic My 
Alien. This sci-fi buddy flick was 
written as a comedy but caused 
Lambe horrifying nightmares. “I 
had such bad dreams about my 
creations every night that when I 
got on the set I had to be calmed 


a 


J.J. knows how to keep those photographer 
in the palm of her hand. 


Ss 


down. Maybe I’m in the wrong 
business!” 

Tales from the hood: What 
do you get when you combine a 
mob story and a sea of stiffs? 
Blue Zombie. New York film- 
maker Chris Wolfe (The Ghost 
Solution) shared the scoop: “It 
takes place in a waterworld (!) 
that harbors hundreds of flesh 
eaters held at the bottom by ce- 
ment shoes. We only have a 
coupla thou to make it and we 
still have to get a video camera 
that works under the water.” Any 
actors out there interested in 
performing at the bottom of the 
East River? 

Coming soon—Red Lips II, 
which is slated for production, 
and Michelle Bauer almost cer- 
tainly won’t be in it. She really 
did retire. 

—DEBBIE ROCHON 

If you have news for Debbie, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX. 78221. 














Corman’s got em aardvarking like crazy in Moscow, while U.S. doctors beg .. . 


Shake Your Booty 


he federal government put together this panel of 
experts to figure out why Americans sit on their 
butts all day long. 

All these doctors decided that the reason we drop 
dead so quick is that “millions of U.S. adults remain 
essentially sedentary.” 

And so what? We’ve heard this before, right? 


The Rat Woman Court is in session. 

But if you read this goldurn article, they don’t 
mean that people don’t get enough exercise. They 
mean that there’s millions of people who get zero 
exercise. They don’t even walk to the corner. In fact, 
the doctorsbeg em in this article towalk to the corner. 
They decided the old rules don’t apply. They used to 
say people should exercise at least twenty minutes, 
three times a week. 

Now they say, “Forget that.” Just do somethin. 

What they found out is that there are people who 
think twenty minutes, three times a week, is impos- 
sible. They don’t have time for it. 

So the new report says, “Just rake the goldurn 
leaves. Clean out the attic. Mow the backyard.” 





Or, as my Mama used to say, “Get up off your 
butt.” 

What I wanna know is, How do they do it? I think 
I could plan it out all day long, and I’d still be 
occasionally forced to get up off my butt. I mean, I’d 
forget to buy cigars, so I’d have to run down to the 
Pakistani grocery store. Or I’d run out of clothes, 
because they were piled up nine feet high 
and I hadn’t washed any of em, so I'd be 
forced to dig down in there and find the ones 
that were the least dirty. 

Or I'd just wanna, like, have sex. Just 
doing that would burn off a few of those big- 
butt calories, don’t ya think? 

Where do these people live? That’s what 
I wanna know. And who waits on em hand 
and foot all day long? It must be those guys 
who get the mail-order wives from the Phil 
ippines who agree to serve your every earthly 
desire as long as you buy em a new dinette 
set and send a couple hunnerd home to their 
sick mother. You sit in the Lazy-Boy, and she 
brings you stuff. 

But I didn’t realize how great a deal it 
was. Evidently, some of these gals strap 
saddles on their backs and carry these guys 
all over creation. 

Modern civilization is a wonderful thing, 
isn’t it? 

Speaking of simpler times, Bram Stoker’s 
Burial of the Rats is this week’s drive-in 
selection, and it’s based on the true story of 
the time Bram Stoker was riding in a car- 
riage through the woods of France with his 
daddy, and their driver was attacked by flesh- 
eating rats and Bram was carried off by 
hooded Amazons who like to wear G-strings 
and halter tops twenty-four hours a day as 
they worship Adrienne Barbeau, the queen of 
the Rat Women, who can play a flute and force rats to 
eat people when she’s not leading her all-woman 
army on raids to kill sleazy men wherever they find 
em. 

Of course, we’ve seen the familiar story before, 
but have we seen it with an all-Russian supporting 
cast? I think not. 

There goes Roger Corman again, monkeying 
around in Moscow. Roger is the producer who made 
a deal with Mosfilm, the great Soviet film studio that 
went into the toilet when Communism died. And 
basically Roger said, “Send me pictures of whatever 
sets you ve got, and I'll write a script to fit.” And the 
first one he made was Haunted Symphony, last 


year’s winner of several Drive-In 
Academy Awards. 

This one is no Haunted Sym- 
phony, but it’s got a lot more top- 
less slave girls dancing around for 
no reason. And it’s got Maria Ford, 
as the sensitive young girl who 
ran away when the soldiers at- 
tacked her house and killed her 
mother and sister, and so she de- 
cided to become a Rat Woman for 
the rest of her life, but now she’s 
having doubts about her career 
choice, and so she slips into Bram 
Stoker’s cell and makes the sign of 
the triple-jointed mud weasel on 
the stone floor. 

Fortunately for her, Bram is 
the first male allowed to live among 
the Amazons, because Adrienne 
Barbeau feels like she needs more deal with it. 
publicity. Unfortunately for her, Olga Kabo is a lesbo 
who would rather have Maria for herself. 

Most terrifying of all, the Amazons carry these 
flesh-eating rats around in a wicker basket, and at 
any given moment, they can tip the basket over! 

Shudder shudder. 

Fifty-six dead bodies. Forty-eight breasts. Danc- 
ing rats. Rat-flinging. Guillotined rat. Rat-Cam. 
Pendulum rat-pit torture. Cross through the heart. 
Blood-drinking. Hand rolls. Flaming Russian char- 
acter actor. Gratuitous lame poetry reading. Mul- 
tiple swordplay. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for purple-haired Adrienne Barbeau, as “The 
Queen of Vermin, the Pied hides Twisted Sister,” 
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Kevin Alber is captured by psycho bikini women but learns to 


for saying “Let us affirm this truth—we are all 
vermin in the ratholes of the universe”; Kevin Alber, 
as Bram Stoker, the sappy kid who thinks Maria 
Ford should read more Byron, for saying “When I 
write, the cell disappears” and “You are the most 
beautiful sight I have ever seen”; Olga Kabo, as the 
nasty catfighting brunette who says “We can’t trust 
him! He’s a man!”; Maria Ford, as the reluctant 
Amazon who’s tortured by French perverts and 
spends the whole movie in 19th century peasant 
lingerie; and Dan Golden, the director, for bringing 
true drive-in values to Russia. 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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tacey Travis be- 

came a Method 
actress whether she 
liked it or not on the 
set of the recently 
wrapped Roger 
Corman/Showtime 
production, Suspect 
Device. On the third 
day of shooting, an 





... Wherein we repor€ from the 


company functions 
much like the studios 
of the old days. 
“They're always 
working, and provide 
a great training 
ground for new di- 
rectors and actors.” 
Stacey, however, is 
not new to the indus- 


overacheiving stunt- undergrouno, €he counter-culture, try. A graduate of 
woman accidentally €he out-of-€he-—mainstream, ano the’ USC Film School, 


broke Stacey’s nose in 


Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 


she has accrued a 


a too-realistic fight 2 bunch of supporting 
scene. About twenty MOVIES, COMIC books, ano other and starring credits, 
minutes later, the ac- places where misfits dwell. starting with what 


tress was back in 


she considers her 


front of the camera, running up and down the halls, first substantial appearance in Earth Girls Are Easy. 
and spent the next day flying in a helicopter (not She played opposite Joe Pesci in The Super (hot on 
rece for those with broken — — nies — of his Oscar success), and was a series 
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Knockout Stacey Travis gears up for the ext warmed 
stuntwoman. (She really does box.) 


regular on MTV’s Just Say Julie. One 
of Stacey’s most memorable produc- 
tion-related experiences occurred dur- 
ing the filming of the martial arts ac- 
tion-adventure Only the Strong. When 
shooting shut down for the Thanksgiv- 
ing weekend, she and some fellow cast 
members decided to fly down to Cancun. 
Everything was great until they were 
bumped off their return flight. No pri- 
vate jets were available, and the only 
pilot they could find wasn’t sober. In 
the end, the producer’s wife had to 
charter a Learjet to fly down and rescue 
them. The good news: they made it in 
time to film the next morning. The bad 
news: they were too stressed out to 
enjoy the ride. Stacey’s other starring 
credits include Hardware and Dracula 
Rising, and she has just completed a 
guest appearance on an upcoming epi- 
sode of HBO’s Dream On. 

| € 

Somewhere beyond superhero and 
porno comics lurks the Aussie-based 
comic zine Street Smell. Bruce 
Mutard’s artwork is slick, but his plot 
lines are even better, smacking of sar- 
castic social commentary. The main 
story, “Love to Know You,” is “about 
how wrong our perceptions of what 
goes on around us can be, especially if 
cliches and double standards control 
our thinking.” In other words, it’s about 
a geeky porno shop clerk with a heart of 


just have to keep going,” says Stacey of working on gold who eats a cheese sandwich at the same dive 
low-budget films. “You're in the trenches and you every day just to glimpse the sexy waitress and gape 
have to make the best of it.” She maintains the at her cleavage or butt but it’s okay to gape because 
utmost respect for Corman, noting fondly that his he truly loves her although he’s too shy to say more 


than two words to her even after he comes to her 
defense when the sleazeball boyfriend starts yelling 
at her and she gets fired by her mean old slobby boss. 
Next, Mutard parodies the Sports Illustrated Swim- 
suit Issue with Sportsdick Magazine’s Annual Bi- 
kini Babe Issue. In this story, the magazine sponsors 
a Bikini Slam contest which has lots of babes in thong 
bikinis playing volleyball, mud-wrestling, shooting 
guns, and straddling Harleys. The event is 
“commentated” by a former contestant who is a 
reformed feminist and 
disgusted by the women 
who, by participating, en- 
courage the exploitation: 
“They've grown up in a 
TV-sanitized society that 
values looking good over 
the ozone layer.” At 
thirty-two pages and pub- 
lished twice a year,Street 
Smell (The Lowbrow 
Comic for Highbrows) 
goes for $4, payable to: 
Bruce Mutard, Street 
Smell, P.O. Box 2231, N. 
Brighton, Vic. 3186, Aus- 
tralia. (Mutard is also 
thinking about putting 
out another zine, Zero 
Hour, and is looking for 
well-written, quality ar- 
ticles discussing philoso- 
phy, the arts, andallmat- World Wide Web. 
ters concerning contemporary society.) 


When Blockbuster recently announced that it 
would no longer carry movies that are not promoted 
nationally, independent filmmaker and Hollywood 
rebel Jeff Mandel decided to blaze a new trail, 
bypassing traditional studio and distribution mo- 
nopolies. His low-budget erotic jungle-sex movie, 
Turnaround, is the first film to be sold exclusively on 
the World Wide Web. Jeff created aTurnaround Web 
site from which you can download stills, clips, a 
“making of” trailer, or cuts from the film’s soundtrack. 
(Jeffs gorgeous uni-named wife, Steen, not only 
starred in the movie, but composed and recorded 
eight songs on the soundtrack album, entitled Steen 
This.) Apparently the online marketing campaign is 
generating a lot of interest, with the site garnering up 
to 10,000 “hits” a day. They recently hosted “The 
World’s First Ever Online Premiere Party” at 
CyberJava, an Internet cafe located in Venice, Cali- 
fornia, which was linked up to several other coffee- 
houses across the world. Each location had a video 
camera hooked into the computer, so they were able 
to transmit “live pictures” of each party site back and 
forth across the Net. The point, of course, was to 
generate interest in the film and enable anyone 


anywhere to get online and join the party from their 
own computers where they could chat with the 
filmmakers and actors. If you want a copy of Turn- 
around or its soundtrack, there’s only one way to do 
it, and it’s not through Blockbuster. Check out the 
Turnaround Web site (http://www.HalluciNet.com/ 
turnaround the _movie.html). 
-  € 

Ever wonder where writers get the facts neces- 

sary to create believable organized crime or gam- 





While Turnaround co-stars Steen and Fred Lehne take aim at the bad 
guys, producer/director Jeff Mandel is hoping to hit his mark on the 


bling scenarios in movies like Goodfellas? The 
Gambler’s Book Club Press has been responsible for 
providing material for researchers, academia, TV 
developers and filmmakers with it’s extensive inven- 
tory of new and hard-to-find titles. The Club offers 
about a zillion books to guide rookies and veterans 
alike through just about every form of gaming, in- 
cluding Blackjack (from learning the basics to Black- 


Jack for Blood), Craps, Keno, Roulette, Slots, and 


Poker. Get an insider’s view of how casinos work (Las 
Vegas Behind the Tables), learn all about probabili- 
ties, or explore the history of gambling. There are 
volumes and volumes on betting the horses and tips 
on sports wagering. Some topics require a visual 
demonstration, so the Club also offers an assortment 
of videotapes. The Body Language of the Horse 
shows you the subtle signs that provide insight into 
the condition of the horses on race day. Cheating at 
Cards demonstrates, well, cheating at cards. (“Cre- 
ated for those who want to protect themselves in 
private games.” Right.) They also offer numerous 
software packages that can be used as training 
ground for novice gamblers or a strategic analytical 
tool for advanced players. To get a free catalog, write 
to: Gambler’s Book Club, 630 South 11th St., Las 
Vegas, NV 89101. 


Reviews by the Horror Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[ue MUMMY’S HAND 


“Classic” but “corny” “forgotten masterpiece,” the original 
sequel to The Mummy, about two archeologists—the “real stiff” 
Dick Foran and the “really tiring” Wallace Ford, “with all of 
his Lou Costello-like antics”’—who stumble on a map to the tomb 
of Princess Ananka, then travel to Egypt to find it and run into 
“creepy fez-wearing” “properly menacing” George Zucco, who 
has been given the task by his dying high seed: father to protect 
the tomb and keep the vengeful mummy 
Kharis alive with “tana leaf juice.” (Tom 
Tyler is “a kick-ass mummy, with his 
gaunt physique and those dark, dead 
eyes.”) Fortunately for the upcoming 
battle, the two bumbling treasure hunt- 
ers have brought along an alcoholic magi- 
cian, the “slightly goofy”Cecil Kellaway, 
and his daughter, the “strong-willed” “very 
lovely” “very good” Peggy Moran, who 
becomes mummy bait as she says things 
like “Do you mind if I say I think youre a 
swell person?” (“She looks great strapped 
to a slab.”) “The second (and second best) 
in Universal’s five-film Mummy run.” 
“They simply don’t make great cheap 
movies like this any more.” “This quick, 
fun no-brainer was overshadowed through 
the years by three better-known but infe- 
rior Lon Chaney sequels.” “It suffers from 
a gross excess of requisite forties-style 
comedy relief, playing like The Bowery 
Boys Meet Kharis.” “I miss this kind of cinema, with its beautiful 
set pieces and great music.” “Genre workhorse Zucco uses every 
second of his screen time to full advantage as one mean bastard 
who breaks vases, fondles tana leaves and carries a concealed 
weapon.” “Ford’s performance plays like a prototype for Lou 
Costello’s routine.” “The score is largely lifted from Franz 
Waxman’s classic 1935 Bride of Frankenstein soundtrack.” “This 
flick became the source for the 1959 Hammer remake, rather 
than the original Boris Karloff version, which by then would have 
boiled rather Im-ho-tepid.” Minority opinion: “A cheap-looking 
mummy and dumb dialogue make this into a parody. I’m not sure 
whether this is intended as a comedy, but it certainly lacks the 
suspense of the other films in the series. The mixed metaphors 
and other butchering of the English language (‘jackals’ as ‘jack- 
asses’) do grow tiresome.” Foran has the best line: “We can’t stop 
now for a lot of silly native superstition.” Eleven dead bodies. One 
explosion. Egyptian bar brawl. Barbecued mummy. Spear Fu. 
Cast: Siegfried Arno (“pretty silly,” “all cliche” as “sneaky” 
Cairo beggar), Eduardo Ciannelli (“wooden and awkward” as 
the “evil” high priest), Charles Trowbridge (Dr. Petrie). Writ- 
ers: Griffin Jay, Maxwell Shane, from a story by Jay. Director: 
Christy Cabanne (“a little melodramatic”). [Universal/MCA- 
Universal. 1940/92.] Overall rating: 82. 


IN’T NO WAY BACK 








Love-it-or-hate-it “languid, hypnotic” “hillbilly feud movie” 
starring the “pretty likeable” “sympathetic” “Wall Street pretty 
boy” Campbell Scott and “standout” narrator Bernie White as 
Yuppie boyhood friends who go hunting with Scott’s new $30,000 
shotgun and piss off some feuding Scottish hillbillies who turn out 
to be the ghosts of people who killed each other in the twenties. 
Scott ends up falling in love with the “perfect” Virginia Lantry, 
a “sweet innocent backwoods maiden,” and finds out that’s not a 
good idea. “Is there any other movie that crosses Deliverance, 
Pale Rider, Lil Abner and duelling bagpipes?” “This is basically 
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a romantic love story set amongst hostile booger-flickin’ hillbil- 
lies with just a touch of the supernatural thrown in. Think Romeo 
and Ghouliette surrounded by the cast of Deliverance.” “Sort of an 
amalgam of Next of Kin, Deliverance and Witness.” “Not scary, but 
fairly involving.” “Tedious writing, pointless dream sequences 
and flashbacks, and plodding action. The twist at the end saves 
it from being a total disaster, but it’s awful hard to stay awake.” 
“Renters expecting a lame-o Deliverance rip-off will get a pleas- 
ant surprise. A neat, unassuming little action/romance/thriller 
that deserves a far wider audience than it 
will receive.” “Lantry is a delicate moun- 
tain flower among thorny vines, yearning 
for another chance at life. (Okay, so I’m in 
love.)” The “excellent” Len Lesser, who is 
“becoming the John Carradine of low-bud- 
get films,” plays Lantry’s father and has 
the best line during a chicken-trimming 
scene: “A man’s gotta learn to kill!” Twenty- 
one dead bodies. Chicken decapitation. 
Protruding tree-limbimpalement. Shishka- 
belly Fu. Hog-tie Fu. Swiss Army Screw Fu. 
Rusty pitchfork Fu. Cast: John Durbin 
(“outstanding,” “well-cast” as “stereotypi- 
cal” brother Zebediah), Sean McGuirk 
(“one-dimensional” as Duncan McDonald), 
Joe May (Horace), Dennis Ott (Big Bill), 
Louis John Dezeran (R. McDonald). 
Writer: Morgan Sloane (“original,” “very 
sensitive,” “good concept and well-written 
dialogue”). Director: Michael Bordens 
(“top-drawer”). Alternate title: No Way 
Back. [Vista Street/Raedon. 1989.] Overall rating: 80. 


EVENGE OF THE LIVING ZOMBIES 


“Shameless” “blatant and obvious” “Night of the Living Dead 
rip-off” produced, written, edited and directed byBill Hinzman, 
who played the first zombie who appears on screen in the original 
classic Night of the Living Dead and has “definitely made a career 
out of being a zombie.” In this one Hinzman is once again the “lead 
zombie” as the flesh-eaters attack “unlikeable young hay riders” 
on Halloween, but this time “the zombies rip women’s clothes off 
so they're naked and dead.” The whole thing climaxes with “a 
bunch of rednecks with shotguns battling the zombies to the 
death.” “More padding than a cheerleader’s bra, with what seems 
like hours of talking, hay-riding, beer-drinking, smoking, kissing 
and nail-driving. The flick is filled to the brim with gaping chasms 
in continuity and plot. It’s hell on Earth, all right.” “Although 
there is little new, the continual action and gore keep things 
interesting throughout.” “Moronic, unoriginal, but kind of fun. 
It’s energetic, unpretentious and tells a clear, linear story, like a 
kid’s campfire story.” “The multiple college-kid leads are com- 
pletely interchangeable, indistinguishable and disposable.” “In 
one amazing scene, a sexual interlude with a braless female has 
her magically grow a bra later in the same scene! This film again 
proves that plenty of gore and nudity can make a really crummy 
film watchable.” “We don’t care about any of these characters.” 
“The acting is awful, truly pathetic.” “Hinzman is the film. He 
does practically everything. Given better actors this could have 
been better.Erica Portnoy’s score is pretty effective and creepy.” 
“The real crime is that Hinzman stole the script from Night of the 
Living Dead, cut out all of the plot, and then awarded himself an 
‘original screenplay’ credit.” “In Pennsylvania, there’s this law. If 
you worked on Night of the Living Dead in 1968 and retire 
without making a sequel, remake or just plain rip-off of same, you 
don’t get to collect your pension.” Minority opinion: “A good, 
creepy-feeling zombie film. The special effects and gut munching 





are the highlight. Miles ahead of 
most zombie films.” Best line: “Knock 
it off. Save your passes for the foot- 
ball field on Saturday.” Fifty dead 
bodies. Thirteen breasts. Flesh-eat- 
ing. Ax in the head. Hand through 
the chest. “Totally gratuitous” 
shower scene. Burning barn. Ex- 
ploding head. Pitchfork Fu. Claw- 
hammer Fu. Cast: John Mowod 
(Bob), Leslie Ann Wick (Sally), 
Kevin Kindlin (Ralph), James J. 
Rutan (“sounds like Daffy Duck” as 
the prankster Eddie), Vince 
Survinski (“same character he 
played in Night of the Living Dead” 
as Vince, “the posse member who 
inadvertently kills the human sur- 
vivors”), Theresa Marie (“probably 
the worst performance in the zom- 
bie universe” as police dispatcher), 
Denise Morrone (“seems bored” 
as Carrie),Susan Marie Spier (“ac- 
counts for most of the breasts”), 
Kathleen Marie Rupnik (“memo- 
rable for her two lines, both of which 
are ‘Oh, my Gawd!”), Charis 
Kirkpatrick Acuff (Lisa), David 
Ashby (Deputy Harv). Writers: 
Hinzman, Bill Randolph. Alternate title: Flesheater. |Mag- 
num. 1991.] Overall rating: 74. 


ANGORIA’S WEEKEND OF HORRORS 





“Amateurish” shot-on-video “fanboy’s-eye view of the scari- 
est annual horror gathering,” in 1985 at Hollywood’s Ambassador 
Hotel, where fans “worship their idols, enter costume and ama- 
teur film contests, and line the pockets of Creation Conventions 
Inc.” Featured are screenwriter Dan O’Bannon (“Fear is the 
only universal emotion”), director Tobe Hooper (“My films are 
not bloody enough”), actor Dick Miller (“Horror is fun”), and— 
to lesser effect—effects man John Carl Buechler, actor Wil- 
liam Katt, director Wes Craven and Freddy Krueger himself, 
Robert Englund. “It looks like a Tupperware convention. This 
film may have convinced me to stop reading Fangoria, and has 
definitely saved me from attending one of their conventions.” “I 
go to Creation conventions all the time, but this boring mess does 
little to capture the flavor of one of these cons. Too much time is 
wasted on audience members saying things like ‘Horror is good, 
horror is fun,’ and ‘(Upcoming guest) is wonderful.’ Enough 
sucking up to make you sick!” “I could almost smell the un- 
washed hordes in my living room. I was horrified. More lifeless 
zombies than Dawn of the Dead. If someone can really relate to 
these people, they should seek help. Let it be known that normal 
people like horror, too.” “The hard-core horror fan will delight in 
seeing that he/she/it is not alone in the universe, as well as hate 
themselves for missing events like these. The video makes me 
realize that I haven’t been to a convention in 10 years, and it 
makes me rather misty.” “The scary thing is that these people 
aren’t performing.” “The lesser known actors are more interest- 
ing than the famous ones. Stars like Jennifer Aspinnel and 
Jewel Shepard.” “O’Bannon essentially claims that horror films 
are primarily for adolescents and that they do not require talent 
to make. Even if it’s true, it’s a bonehead thing to admit.” “The 
interviews are short, so hardly any of the dozens of interviewees 
has a chance to say anything of interest.” Three dead bodies. One 
explosion. Appearing: Elvira (“gratuitous,” “displays her enor- 
mous talents”), Adam Malin, Gary Berman, Carly Anthony 
Jones, Walter Koenig, Craig Reardon, Rick Baker, Forrest 
J. Ackerman, Albert Glasser, Alex Gordon, Clu Gulager, 
Steve Miner. Directors: Kerry O’Quinn, Mike Hadley. [Me- 
dia Home Entertainment. 1986.] Overall rating: 73. 





Tom Tyler, a great but forgotten mummy, decides 
he’d like to marry the luscious Peggy Moran, in 
the 1940 Universal classic The Mummy’s Hand. 


WiircuTraP 


“Dumb” “slow” “talky” 
haunted house flick about a team 
of psychics and private detectives 
led by the “inept” “awful” “pretty 
funny” James W. Quinn as a secu- 
rity agent. The six investigators 
are trying to exorcise ademon ina 
bed-and-breakfast that “seems to 
be haunted by old man Avery, who 
was a warlock and serial killer with- 
out a heart.” They proceed, “for the 
hundredth time,” to die by the num- 
bers. “Unashamed unapologetic 
drive-in trash.” “This is so bad in 
terms of acting, story and direction 
that even watching The Scream- 
ing Skull would seem like a reju- 
venating tonic.” “A rip-off of The 
Legend of Hell House—without the 
quality.” “Nobody in this behaves 
like they have a brain. Felix gets 
shot, nobody gives him any care of 
any kind, yet before the bullet bit 
is over he wants to hold a seance.” 
“The only thing that counts as a 
performance is Linnea Quigley’s 
exquisite body nude in the shower.” 
Quinn has the best line at the end of the movie: “God, this has been 
a lousy day.” Eight dead bodies. Six breasts. Two motor vehicle 
chases. Three explosions, including exploding head. Shovel in the 
head. Ax in the head. Cast: Kathleen Bailey (“throws herself 
around a lot,” “spends her screen time in violent convulsions” as 
physical medium Whitney O’Shay), Judy Tatum (“rivals the 
best ventriloquist dummies in the business with her stiff, stilted 
delivery,” “terrible,” “lowest on the totem pole” as Agnes Goldberg), 
Rob Zapple (“bad” as Felix Goldberg), Clyde Talley II (“okay” 
as Levi Jackson), Jack W. Thompson (Frank Murphy), Hal 
Havins (Elvin),J.P. Luebsen (Avery Lauder). Producer/Writer/ 
Director: Kevin S. Tenney (“corny”). [Magnum. 1989.] Overall 
rating: 70. 


‘ERROR EYES 


“Cheap” “confusing” but “well-written” anthology built 
around the idea that the devil hires a housewife/advertising 
executive to write a horror movie, but she has writer’s block, so 
the devil sends a demon to take over her husband’s body, 
providing plenty of story material. This love-it-or-hate-it idea 
draws mixed reviews for everyone involved, including Vivan 
Schilling, who co-writes, co-produces and plays the neophyte 
writer in either a “solid” and “surprisingly lifelike” or “unnatural 
and exaggerated” way. (She gets higher marks for her writing, 
and for her performance as her “airhead bimbo” dream self.) 
Likewise Daniel Roebuck is either “atrocious” and “annoying” 
or “pleasantly campy” and “enjoying himself” as the husband, the 
demon and a “book pusher” in the first anthology segment. The 
three unrelated stories begin with the “fun and imaginative” The — 
Book of Life, about a man who receives a book that chronicles his 
entire life, past, present and future—a “well-done, funny varia- 
tion on The Monkey’s Paw—if you stretch it.” The second story, 
Perfect Alibi, is about a sleazy thief who believes he’s been set up 
for murder, but has a chance to set things right when he stumbles 
into a repeating time loop. (“This segment never ends.”) And the 
“fun” shot-on-video third story, Snake Eyes, is about a female 
chess champion who protests the extreme violence and misogyny 
of some video games, so the video-game creator has her abducted 
and forced to use her wits in a real life-or-death version of one of 
his games. (It plays “like a slow episode of The Avengers.”) 
“Completely pointless drivel. The stories aren’t very interesting, 
and the way they are carried out is totally useless.” “Schilling 


writes the best of three stories and the wraparound, but the other 
stories were done elsewhere and incorporated into this. The 
transition to video is a real shock.” “Poorly structured, seemingly 
thrown together in a short time—whoever thought they had a 
novel concept here was wrong. It could 
have been done better as a sketch on 
Saturday Night Live.” “Clever dia- 
logue and a good beginning, but it 
lapses into incomprehensibility. I like 
surrealism, but this is a mess.” “Most 
anthologies have at least one clunker. 
Here all of the stories are well-done 
and interesting, including the wrap- 
around.” “Cheesy production values, 
but it has a certain charm. At mo- 
ments it’s pretty funny. TheMost Dan- 
gerous Game rip-off is the best part.” 
“Schilling is the sole bright spot on the 
otherwise pitch-black thespianic ho- 
rizon. The rest of the cast is crap, but 
there is a good excuse: the bulk of the 
footage comes from USC student films. 
I would have preferred to see the 
student films presented intact, with- 
out all the corny garbage surrounding 
them.” “A nod of acknowledgement to 
USC filmmaker Steve Sommers, 
writer and director of thePerfect Alibi 
sequence. Part Groundhog Day (four 
years before Bill Murray), part Twi- 
light Zone, more of the flick should 
have looked and felt like this.” “The 
Snake Eyes evil video game sequence 
is student-produced at USC, written 
and directed by Michael Rissi.” Ten 
dead bodies. Twenty-two explosions. Cast: Phil Lowey 
(“standout” as bald game manufacturer Martin Rubenstein), 
Lance August (“enough talent to move up to porn film caliber” 
as Troy and Scott), Dan Bell (Mannie), Gina Hightower (Julie), 
Diana James (Alex Bender), Dave Donham (Frank Johnson). 
Writers: Schilling, Eric Parkinson. Director: Parkinson. [AIP. 
1988.] Overall rating: 70. 


[ERROR HOUSE 


“Dull and predictable” “total garbage” starring the “impres- 
sive” “beautiful” Linda Gillin as a young girl who wins a 
weekend trip to an isolated inn run by an elderly couple—the 
“admirable” Mary Jackson and “standout” Arthur Space— 
and their half-wit grandson, John Nielson (“worst of a terrible 
cast”), where people “eat eat eat” and then start disappearing 
into a big walk-in refrigerator. “Slow, wimpy ripoff of The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre, but without blood, bodies or T&A—a waste.” 
“Not a good moment in it.” “All the gruesome events take place 
offscreen in the Val Lewton style. While some restraint in the 
blood-and-gore department is desirable, this film goes a bit too 
far. A little explicit violence at the end would have helped.” 
“Closeups of people stuffing their faces for 10 minutes and 
speaking with their mouths full is a real turn-off.” “While many 
films have the premise of crazy people using their guests for 
dinner (Motel Hell, etc.), this one has no action, no suspense, and 
nothing at all to make it worth watching.” “This movie is destined 
to become a tool for hypnotists needing to put their subjects into 
trances. The film’s only horrifying scene consists of gruesome 
meat-cutting sound effects heard through a closed walk-in fridge 








Vivian Schilling not onlyplays a writer in 
the love-it-or-hate-it anthologyTerror Eyes, 
but co-wrote the thing. 


door.” “If anybody out there ever meets Marilynn Lovell, who 
sings a song called ‘My Dream’ which just keeps going ‘la-la-la’ 
over and over in the front and end credits, be very, very sure to 
lock her up.” Minority opinion: “The production is first class, 

thanks in no small part to John 
MecNichols’ stylish photography. This is 
Motel Hell played deadpan. One bizarre 
yet memorable scene has Nielson, as Baby 
John, fishing. He catches a small shark, 
beats the shit out of it, and then turns to 
Gillin and with all sincerity tells her ‘I 
think I love you.” Four dead bodies. One 
dead dog. Two motor vehicle chases. Cast: 
Janet Wood (“overacting” as Pamela), 
Margaret Avery (“laughably lampoonish” 
as Edwina), Michael MacReady 
(Deputy). Writer: Allen J. Actor (“weird 
dialogue”). Director: Bud Townshend 
(“bad,” “plodding”). Alternate titles: Ter- 
ror at Red Wolf Inn, The Folks at Red Wolf 
Inn, Terror on the Menu. [1972/88.] Over- 
all rating: 69. 


Waop UNIT 


“Cheap” “pedestrian” “by-the-num- 
bers” “gobbler” about a couple of sleazy 
filmmakers who decide to make a “positive 
youth movie” on an island, where “would- 
be actors” start turning up dead. Bari 
Suber is the “undeserving little rich-girl” 
star of the movie who escapes with the 
producer, only to find out the real reason 
for the killings, in a “crummy” ending. 
“Though not a new idea, we’ve seen it done 
far worse. As is usually the case, the viewer discovers the killer’s 
identity about ten minutes too early, and the rest is just one long, 
poorly-lit chase scene.” “For a rip-off of And Then There Were 
None, this isn’t too bad. The movie is full of the obligatory phony 
thrills, but it does remain entertaining. It also suffers from the 
‘Let’s split up so we can get killed’ syndrome.” “The whole cast is 
dreadful. The ‘Ten Little Indians’ plot has rarely seemed so 
boring. The characters are so stupid and poorly drawn that it’s 
impossible to care about them.” “Real bad acting all around, 
including a breast-free shower scene and lifeless aardvarking 
with clothes on.” “Everyone acts like they broke a nail—no real 
terror-ridden looks.” “Once the killer’s identity and motive are 
revealed, the last bit is totally unnecessary and detracts from the 
rest.” “The final stalking is overlong and illogical, particularly 
since all but the brain-dead will have much earlier figured out 
‘Whodunit?” “Writer/director Bill Naud should be punished for 
making such a piece of garbage when he could have donated 
money to help people.” “The director makes Ed Wood look like 
Ingmar Bergman by comparison.” Twelve dead bodies. One 
explosion. Boiled human. Eye-poking. Acid bath. Hand-stabbing. 
Head rolls. Limbs roll. Nail-gun Fu. Chainsaw Fu. Cast: Ron 
Gardner (“lowest point in the valley of acting” as sleazy director 
Franklin Phlem), Jeanine Marie (“better than expected,” “the 
most polished” as “cast member in a cast” Lyn), Jim Piper 
(“standout,” “awkward” as the “geeky” John),Rick Dean (“limp,” 
“awful” as “burned-out” musician/murderer/denture wearer Jim), 
Red McVay (“fun” in “off-kilter role” as “cantankerous care- 
taker” Burt), Marie Alise (“worst of a bad lot,” “delightful” as 
dancer Donna),Gary Phillips (Taylor), Terry Goodman (Steve 
Faith). [Vestron. 1982/86.] Overall rating: 68. 





Mall security guards know how to deal with those pesky shoplifters . . . 


Don’t Worry, Be Slappy 


H:: one for the you’re-not-gonna-believe-this- 
even-after-I-tell-it-to-ya file. 

Four teenagers bust into a shopping mall in 
Dallas in the middle of the night and steal fifty-five 
bucks and a cash register. 

They get away. 

Later that day, five mall security guards track 
down the thieves—but they don’t file 
charges. 

Instead, they catch em, hold em un- 
der guard for four hours, make em strip 
off all their clothes, and repeatedly beat 
the crap out of em. 

With belts and bamboo canes. 

Now. Already we’ve entered the Twi- 
light Zone, right? Already we’ve got vi- 
sions of the guy in Singapore who was 
flogged by the evil Third World judge. 
Already we can imagine multi-million- 
dollar lawsuits against the mall. | mean, 
I don’t care how much you respect prop- 
erty rights, it’s still just kids inside a Mrs. 
Field’s Cookie shop. So what if they filched 


) | Se 
a few blue-jean jackets from The Gap? ve 
(Which they didn’t, because evenone blue- | 
jean jacket is worth more than fifty-five = 8 


bucks.) If anything ever constituted a es 
juvenile crime, this was it. 

The kids, by the way, were aged 12 to 16. And 
we've got crazed rent-a-cops stroppin em across the 
gizzards with Chinese torture devices while they're 
stark nekkid. 

Now we get to thenext part of the story you're not 
gonna believe. 

The cops find out what happened. So, of course, 
they arrest the chief of mall security and the four 
guards who helped him. 

The charge: aggravated kidnapping. 

Major felony. 

The Dallas County grand jury refuses to indict 
the guards. 








“Why?” you might ask. 

Because the shopkeepers at the mall thought it 
was a good idea to be hunting down and flogging kids 
without benefit of judge, jury or clothing. 

Andall the residents in the neighborhood thought 
it was a good idea. (Well, almost all ofthem. Strangely 
enough, the parents of these boys disagreed with the 
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neighbors. ) 

And everybody else in the area felt soooooo 
strongly about it that there were demonstrations and 
protests outside the jail where the mall security 
guards were held. 

I’ve heard of people admiring cops. 

I’ve heard of people admiring soldiers. 

I’ve even heard of people admiring the New York 
City Housing Police. 

But never before have I heard of a city rising up 
in indignation when one of its proudly uniformed 
Mall Security Guards is maligned by the justice 
system. 

- But that’s still not the part you won't believe. 

All of these security guards—every last member 
of the bamboo-wielding gang—said they did this for 
religious reasons. 

Mall security is handled by a mosque located in 
the mall. 

When they brought those belts down on those 
guilty nekkid hineys, they were flogging with the 
right arm of God. 

Because in Dallas, if nowhere else, the Constitu- 
tion might be a little battered and bruised, but 
Spencer Gifts is sacred. 
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When it comes to base closings, politicians can’t seem to let HOS 5... 


Base Instinct 


ou ever notice how Congressmen become mili- 

tary nuts every time somebody even considers 
closing down an Army or Navy base? 

We're talking about guys whose only military 
experience was playing Stratego in high school, and 





suddenly they’re saying, “You mean you’re thinking 
of closing the Naval Air Station in Billings, Mon- 
tana? That would create a grave security threat to 
the nation.” 

Or there’s some place in Kansas where they 
train biological weapons experts to parachute behind 
Russian lines and mess with the enemy’s water 
supply. So obviously, the Pentagon generals are 
saying, “Well, here’s something we don’t need any- 
more.” 

And nineteen Congressmen show up, begging em 
to keep training those counter-espionage guerrilla 
troops because “Who knows? We might need em 
someday.” 

Everybody agrees we could do with less military, 
but when it comes to shutting these places down, 
nobody wants to do it. There’s an Army headquarters 
in San Francisco that hasn’t really been needed for 
fifty years, but it’s picturesque. It’s beautiful. It’s 
where a lot of aging generals like to be stationed. It 
looks like a resort hotel on the Bay. There are people 
who wanna save this one, too, even though it has no 
military purpose anymore. 

Listen up, people. An Army or Navy base should 
always be temporary. It should always be set up for 
a specific purpose—to solve some problem we have— 


and then it should be shut down in a real hurry. You 
only need soldiers a-training, and weapons a-build- 
ing, when you have trouble a-brewing. 

When the trouble is over, let’s turn the military 
bases into something else. Pottery factories. Country 
clubs. Housing for 
the homeless. 
Something that’s 
optimistic and for- 
ward-looking and 
helpful to the liv- 
ing. If the killing 
starts again, we 
can always go 


back. 
Every time a 
military base 


opens somewhere, 
they have a cel- 
ebration, and a 
parade, and a cer- 
emony. 

And every 
time a military 
base closes, they 
have four or five 
people there, to 
lower the flag and play taps and officially abandon 
the property. 

It should be the opposite. 

It’s the closing of a military base that should be 
celebrated. 

That’s when we should have the parade. 

The closing of a military base is a happy event. it 
means the danger is past. It means we can get back 
to the pursuit of happiness. We are, after all, the only 
country that has that goal in the first place. 

I’m looking for one Congressman, somewhere, 
who will say, “My local base is closing, and I’m glad. 
Its job is over.” 

That man is a patriot who really loves his coun- 
try. 








Dear Joe Bob Briggs: 

Yow’re right—anybody ought to be allowed to say 
anything—period. No exceptions. That is why I am 
allowed to “boo” something I don’t like as many times 
as I please. 

The Consititution (Bill of Rights) guarantees 
freedom of speech with no government censorship. 
But individuals have the same right to condemn 
that speech with which they disagree. That is the 
beauty of this system of government. Why is it that 
people like you seem to believe in freedom of speech 
only for those who are saying something controver- 
sial? 

In this country, I can say to you “I think you are 
an arrogant, ill-informed asshole” and you have ev- 
ery right to say to me “Madam, I think you are a 
bitch!” 

Sincerely, 

Gina Brekhus 

Novato, Calif. 
Dear Gina: 

The people who scream so loudly that no one else 
can be heard aren’t saying anything. In fact, if you 
think that’s free speech, then we could save time by 
just giving everybody access to the microphone plug. 
As soon as you heard something you didn’t like, you 
could pull it. Eventually, there would be silence every- 
where, and people like you could celebrate the 
triumph of freedom. 






Contest #1 


Mark Mazuroski of Sayreville, New Jersey: 
“Hey, Joe Bob, we need your help in finding out the 
name of a anEscape from New York-type movie, only 
set in the Bronx. I don’t remember much, except that 
the hero had a speech impediment, and his tag line 
was ‘We of the Bwonx, wive with death.” 


Contest #2 


Walter McHenry of Prairie Creek, Indiana: 
“I’m hoping that you or one of your readers can name 
this flick. I saw it on a date back in 1970 or 1971, and 
all I remember is several horny teenagers at a big old 


house on a lake, one girl with impressive gazongas 
out on a pier in the lake, and a couple in bed 
simultaneously speared by a javelin. Oh, and I be- 
lieve the ads screamed something like ‘13 scenes of 


intense shock!!!’ Can you help?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the June 12 issue, Joe S. McNair of Kyle, Texas, wrote: “I 
was working at a theater (sorry, it was a sit-down, not a drive-in) 
back in the 1970’s, and we had this movie come to the theater titled 
When Women Had Tails. The local movie review guy called it ‘the 
worst movie ever made.’ Before the review the theater was empty. 
After the review we sold it out. Everybody wanted to see the ‘worst 
movie ever made.’ Anyway, who was the female lead in the flick? 
She was one of those Italian bombshells; they all looked alike. To 
be honest I can’t remember her face, but I don’t think that was the 
portion of her anatomy that we were supposed to remember 
anyway.” 

We received 57 correct answers, so our winner was chosen by 
drawing. And heis... 

Fred S. Kuentz of Scottsdale, Arizona: “Hey! I saw this—in 
a drive-in! It was really, really odd, because all the cavemen were 
Italian, and they spent the whole movie mumbling incoherent 
gibberish, and yet you could tell the mumbled incoherent gibberish 
was Italian, even though there weren’t any recognizable words. 
How do you mumble in an accent? I could never tell Senta Berger 
apart from Romy Schneider or Claudia Cardinale or even Gila 
Golan, either, except Senta Berger had a tail. As I remember the 
movie, it ended when one of the incoherent-gibberish-mumbling 
Italian cavemen grabbed Senta Berger’s tail and it came right off! 
I recall a distinct sound of Velcro-ripping, too, but that might just 
be wishful thinking.” 

Additional information came from our 56 runners-up... 

Lawrence Bauer of Rochester, New York: “I can’t believe 
that some half-witted critic would have the brass to label When 
Women Had Tails the worst flick ever made. There’s no accounting 
for taste, but really! If I had the space and time, I could list a 
hundred or so of far inferior quality. I mean, consider just two of the 
film’s credits: no less a personage than Lina Wertmuller co-wrote 
the screenplay, and the great Ennio Morricone wrote the score. 
Anyway, Joe is partly right in that the movie is Italian, but the lead 
actress in question is not an Italian bombshell, but an Austrian 
bombshell, Senta Berger, of Major Dundee and The Ambushers 
fame. By the way, this flick was followed by an equally distin- 
guished sequel, When Women Lost Their Tails, in 1975.” 

John E. Parnum of Wayne, Pennsylvania: “The multilingual 
Senta Berger started out at the age of 3 in ballet, studied in the 
Max Reinhardt school at the famed Josefstadt Theatre in Vienna, 
and began her film career in The Testament of Dr. Mabuse, The 
Secret of the Black Trunk, and Sherlock Holmes and the Deadly 
Necklace—all 1962 German flicks. Richard Widmark cast Senta in 
her first American movie, The Secret Ways, and she went on to act 
in The Victors and AIP’s De Sade. She was given the title of ‘the 
dishiest thing out of Vienna since Wiener schnitzel’ by Time 
magazine. In When Women Had Tails, Senta stars as Filli, a 
prehistoric babe whose tail twitches whenever she lusts after Ulli 
(Giuliano Gemma), one of seven cavemen who are washed up on an 
island with her.” 

Richard Brandt of El Paso, Texas: “This actually had an 
interesting sort of Socialistic subtext underlying the usual buffoon- 
ery—Lando Buzzanca, playing the first prehistoric con man, who 
comes up with the concepts of money and labor as a way to 
bamboozle the Stone Age folks out of the sweat of their brow and 
everything they produce with it. Makes the badly dubbed mugging 
almost bearable while you wait for Senta to sashay through another 
scene.” 

Robby Lucke of Lenoir, North Carolina: “I sawWhen Women 
Had Tails at a drive-in in Knoxville, Tennessee, in the seventies. 
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It was one of those ‘crazy 
cavemen’ movies. With her 
little heart-shaped tail, 
Senta meets a bunch of cave- 
men who somehow have 
never seen a woman. They 
think she’s just a different 
kind of animal and are about 
to kill her for food. But Sen- 
ta suggests another way she 
could benefit them, and they 
take turns enjoying their 
discovery, if you know what 
I mean and I think you do. 
‘Worst movie ever made’ is 
probably an exaggeration, 
but it was pretty bad.” 

Paul Kazee of Brook- 
lyn, New York: “Interest- 
ingly, When Women Had 
Tails was designed to simultaneously spoof prehistoric dinosaur 
flicks and the classic fairy tale, Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs 
(with Senta as the horny princess and seven pleased-to-be-of- 
service cavemen standing in for the dwarfs). Fans of Senta may also 
want to check their late-night TV listings for Wim Wenders’ The 
Scarlet Letter.” 

Robert Haynes-Peterson of Boise, Idaho: “The film was 
made in 1970 in Italy by director Pasquale Festa Campanile. The 
movie also starred Giuliano Gemma and Frank Wolff.” 

Roger Barron of Salem, Wisconsin: “These were movies 
about prehistoric man’s discovery of sexuality and their sexual 
habits. Give me a break. If it is before history, how the hell do we 
know?” 

Carla McCabe of Garland, Texas: “I didn’t see the flick, but 
I saw some trailers for it, and I saw a feature about it in an issue of 
Playboy my dad was trying to keep hidden from my mom. I have no 
idea whether she knew anything about the magazine being around, 
but all five young’uns in the family went through it from cover to 
cover. Didn’t corrupt us; not one of us ever drew worse than a 
suspended sentence.” 

Lester Clayton Culver of Covington, Louisiana: “Not the 
most boring film ever made, but close. Dialogue about as complex 
as Crimson Tide. Berger keeps her clothes on, as I recall.” 

Carolyn Schuk of Santa Clara, California: “My husband 
actually owns a promotion poster from that movie, because he 
worked for the now-closed Airport Drive-In in Johnson City, New 
York, where the movie had its Central New York premiere. In fact, 
we met 20 years ago at that same drive-in.” 

Lenny Gray of Westwego, Louisiana: “Check out Senta in 
Celebrity Sleuth magazine, Vol. 5, No. 1. (Highly recommended for 
video-babe shopping.)” 

Alex Webb of Durant, Oklahoma: “Senta has also appeared 
in such memorable movies as Cast a Giant Shadow, Cross of Iron 
(with James Coburn), and, of course, Bang, Bang, You’re Dead! 
(with Tony Randall).” 

Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico: “She was also 
in a 1964 TV Man From U.N.C.L.E. episode, ‘The Double Affair.” 

Robert Chapman of Thomaston, Maine: “She also starred 
in the following movies: The Boss Is Served (196?), Cobra (1971), 
Diabolically Yours (1967), Full Hearts and Empty Pockets (1963), 
Killing Cars (1985), Mother Doesn’t Always Know Best (196?), The 
Quiller Memorandum (1966), Smugglers(1975),Swiss Conspiracy 
(1977), Waltz King (1963).” 

Walter A. McHenry of Prairie Creek, Indiana: “Berger is still 
a fox and making German TV movies. I saw it at a second-run 
theater in Munich in the early eighties.” 

Timothy Barbour of Dallas: “You can order the movie from 
Movies Unlimited, 1-800-523-0823, $19.99 plus shipping.” 

David & Terri Ostovich of Granada Hills, California: “The 
film can be had through the Scorched Earth Productions catalogue 
of cult films, P.O. Box 101083, Denver, CO 80250, for $14.95 plus 
shipping and handling.” 

Dan Cziraky of Newark, New Jersey: “When Women Had 





Glam-rocker Roddy McDowell is swimming in groupies, 
babes and marital problems in the party flick, Get Crazy. 


Tails is available from Goodtimes Video, 

16 E. 40th St., 8th Floor, New York, NY 

iit - | 10016-0113 (212-951-3000) and Sinis- 

- ter Cinema, P.O. Box 4369, Medford, 
_ OR 97501-0168 (503-773-6860).” 

Also answering correctly wereJim 
Bertges of Simi Valley, California;Rai- 
sin Blowme of Buffalo; Stephen Car- 
rier of Barcelona, Spain; Stephen 
Ciacciarelli of New York; George 
Cleveland of Richmond, California; 
Eric Conrad of Columbus, Ohio; Chris- 
: topher Curry of New Castle, Indiana; 
es | | Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, Califor- 

" nia; Paul Everson of Thomaston, 
Maine; Jeffrey S. Hixson of Des 
Moines, Iowa;Allan Jenoff of Toronto; 
J.K. Jordan of Lewistown, Pennsylva- 
nia; Kenneth J. Kennedy of Pitts- 
burgh;James Kirk of Sarasota, Florida; 
William B. Klein of Mountain Home Air Force Base, Idaho; 
Joseph Laudati of New York; Mark J. Lightner of Crowley, 
Texas; Edward Lopez of Piscataway, New Jersey; Irvin Lush of 
Louisville, Kentucky;Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio;Allen Matthews 
of Knoxville, Tennessee; Bryan F. Moose of Columbia, South 
Carolina; Tim Murphy of South El] Monte, California; Greg & 
Jeri Nikiel of Herndon, Virginia; Brian A. Robinson of Portland, 
Oregon; Jason Scroggs of Lenexa, Kansas; Bob Sheridan of 
Culver City, California; Aron Silverstone of Durham, North 
Carolina; Paul Taniguchi of Los Angeles; Ken Vaughn of Bow1- 
ing Green, Kentucky; Lisa Vitosky of Cherry Hill, New Jersey; 
Mark Walker of Elmwood Park, New Jersey; Bonnie Wells of 
Duncanville, Texas; Murray Whichard of Poway, California; 
Gregg Williams of Roanoke, Virginia; Howard Wilson of Mus- 
tang, Oklahoma; Alan Winston of Stanford, California; andFred 
Yates of Cheyenne, Wyoming. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the June 26 issue, Terry A. Lawson of Middletown, Ohio, 
asked about a movie “set at a New Year’s Eve party/concert, and I 
think the title had ‘party’ in it. Anyway, part of the movie revolved 
around this musician who is supposed to play that night. He is 
supposed to have been famous but hasn’t been heard from in years. 
When the limo gets to his house sent to pick him up, he and his lady 
are just sitting around, and they have been for a long time because 
they, and everything else, are covered in cobwebs. He doesn’t want 
to go to the party because he thinks he has ‘lost it,’ but then some 
simple little thing gives him an idea for a song. The rest of the movie 
is about the people backstage and the people coming in to see the 
show... .” 

We received 28 correct answers, so our winner was chosen by 
drawing. And heis... 

Joe Coughlin of Boston: “The movie Terry wants is Get 
Crazy, from the early eighties, one of the strangest party flicks ever 
made. It indeed takes place New Year’s Eve, and veiled references 
to Bill Graham and his Fillmore venues abound. As do the subplots: 
Daniel Stern is the stagehand trying to get laid and fix up the hall 
in time; Ed Begley, Jr., schemes to blow the place up while his 
flunkies (one of whom is Bobby Sherman!) repeat all his words, not 
unlike the Mothra twins; grounded ‘teenage’ bimbos try to sneak 
in, and a slew of burnout rockers all scramble to make the gig. The 
guy in cobwebs is none other than Lou Reed, who writes a new song 
around every random utterance he hears. Lee Ving of the band 
Fear is hilarious as Piggy, an over-the-top Sid Vicious clone who’s 
kept chained in a car trunk between shows. There’s a Hasidic Jew 
blues band, and Malcolm McDowell plays Reggie Wanker, a British 
glam-rocker swimming in babes and coke. When his wife catches 
him with a groupie, he laughs it off, but when he spies her with a 
high-school dweeb in the boiler room, he becomes suicidal and 
retires to the john, where his penis begins talking to him. This 
cheers him up enough to change his mind and rock the house with 
the wonderfully bombastic ‘Hot Shot (I’m Just a Reflection of You),’ 
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which I still wish someone worthy would cover. Not only does an 
eight-foot joint attend the show, but a nattily-attired robot named 
Electric Larry arrives from thin air to supply the hall crew with 
drugs. Decent new-wavey soundtrack, including Sparks. It’s very 
bizarre and hit-or-miss, but the hits are well worth it. I’ve definitely 
seen it for rent, or Terry is welcome to borrow my copy.” 

Additional information came from our 27 runners-up... 

Richard Brandt of El] Paso, Texas: “That would be Allan 
Arkush’s Get Crazy (1983), which answers the musical question, 
‘What did Arkush do after Rock and Roll High School besides direct 
episodes of Moonlighting? (For that matter, what has Arkush been 
up to since then?) A dream cast includes Fabian. Maltin’s movie 
guide says Arkush used to work backstage at the Fillmore East. 
(But then Maltin doesn’t even bother to list Rock and Roll High 
School—what gives?)” 

Bill Otstott of Dallas: “Also in the cast were Paul Bartel and 
Mary Woronov. Begley was the bad guy who wanted to tear down 
the theater and put up a skyscraper.” 

Mark Malone of Arlington, Texas: “The best part of the movie 
comes after the credits are shown as Auden (Lou Reed) makes it to 
the dismantled stage. He sings ‘Little Sister’ for the Daniel Stern 


character and the rock promoter’s daughter. They fall in love, and 
the promoter wasn’t dying—just a bad case of gas, I think. The Lou 
Reed song is a gem. It shows up on his anthology, ‘Between Thought 
and Expression.” 

Lee Rebouche of Arlington, Texas: “It contained early 
appearances by Flo and Eddie, Joe Henderson, and Britt Eklund 
as McDowell’s wife. Cameos also show John Densmore and other 
assorted musicians. There was even a soundtrack on Motown with 
three different versions of ‘Hootchie-Coochie Man,’ since just 
about everyone in the movie did it in concert.” 

Ron G. Wogan of Columbus, Ohio: “There was a line on the 
poster under the title that said ‘Last chance to party this summer,’ 
which is probably what Terry remembers.” 

Bill Hansen of Watertown, Massachusetts: “I can describe 
this one in two words: P-U! One of those movies you don’t want to 
see before 2 a.m., and you shouldn’t be completely sober either.” 

David Askins of Tulsa, Oklahoma: “The flick also starred 
Clint Howard and Franklin Ajaye. It’s one of the funniest movies 
I’ve ever seen. Dog-fu. Fire-extinguisher-fu. Wanker-fu. Bomb-fu. 
Blind guys falling in an open grave. Approximately 15-20 breasts. 
One dead body. One trashed Rolls Royce. Joe Bob, check it out.” 


Joe Bob’s Gotcha Covered for | 
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Q: When Does a Year Equal Fourteen Months? 
A: When Joe Bob adds two extra months to your year’s subscription 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get two bonus months free! 
Hurry, offer expires April 30, 1996. 
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Gerald Zuckier of New Haven, Con- 
necticut: “That was a great flick! Sort of a 
typical Arkush production, it combined clev- 
erly sophomoric antiestablishment humor 
with a decent rock soundtrack, and some- 
what pointed parodies of various rockers. 
The burned-out rock demigod in question 
was, of course, Bob Dylan, and the cob- 
webby room scene was a direct parody of 
the cover of Blonde on Blonde (referring to 
Dylan’s stuckness for the last couple of 
decades, get it?). Reed was great playing it 
deadpan, getting all these ideas or new 
songs in his cab ride to the concert, then 
closing the movie with a really nice ballad 
played for Stacy Nelkin. (What’s she doing 
these days?) Excellent comical and musical 
performances by all. Mark Volman is the 
tie-dyed Jerry Garcia figure, Bill Henderson 
is the old blues legend (best line of the film: 
‘I asked for a blues band, and they gave me 
a Jew’s band!’), Lee Ving is the proto-punk 
(with a spooky resemblance to G.G. Allin, 
now that I’m reminded by your June 26 
issue), and Lori Eastside is some sort of 
female punkette, although I can’t figure out 
if she’s supposed to represent anyone in 
particular. Standout scenes include the 
primal lust fantasy sequences between the 
two romantic leads (Stern playing the guy), 
the men’s room from hell scenes, and the 
recurring appearances of the scary but 
strangely alluring spectral figure with the 
whoopie dust (I think I went to college with 
that guy). Not likely to see this item on 
network TV anytime soon in this drug para- 
noia era, unless maybe Bob Dole uses it as 
an example of bad family values. You oughta 
run this one onDrive-In Theater every year 
around the anniversary of the closing of the 
Fillmore West.” 

Peter “The Reet” Glass of Goleta, 
California: “Arkush also did Heartbeeps, 
Caddyshack IT and Hollywood Boulevard. 
The title song is by the band Sparks! (I own 
the soundtrack and rent the video in my 
video store!) It is one of my all-time favorite 
comedies!” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, Cali- 
fornia: “A very funny, much overlooked 
film. It was available on the Embassy Home 







Entertainment video label, but is probably 
out of print now.” 

Mike and Jeff Smith of Greenville, 
South Carolina: “I remember renting it from 
a local video store with a buddy of mine and 
being surprised at how good it was. Later, 
we never could find it again at the same 
place. Somebody must have decided to keep 
it. We have only been able to find this flick 
at one other video store in about the last ten 
years. However, it is supposed to be avail- 
able from New Line Home Video. My favor- 
ite scene was when the stage crew was 
trying to figure out how to get set up in time 
and ‘Electric Larry’ appears. This robot- 
like guy appears in a puff of smoke and 
electricity. He opens his briefcase, which is 
full of pills, and tells them to take what they 
want. Then the crew is shown putting the 
stage up in fast forward.” 

Kenny Vaughn of Bowling Green, 
Kentucky: “Get Crazy is available via Sul- 
tan Entertainment, 335 N. Maple Dr., Suite 
351, Beverly Hills, CA 90210-3899, 310- 
285-6000. It is a quintessential rock concert 
movie with all the right stuff. Reed has the 
best line: ‘Max, death has brought you closer 
to artas we knowit.’ King Blues (Henderson) 
is B.B. King. Captain Cloud (Kaylan) and 
the Rainbow Telegraph are, like, Grateful 
Dead. Piggy (Ving) is an Ozzy clone. Nada, 
an all-girl band, is the one original band. 
Twenty breasts. Three explosions. Four dead 
bodies. One motor vehicle chase. Lots of 
dope humor. Lots of B movie cameos— 
Barry Diamond,Head of the Class star Dan 
Frischman, Star Trek: Voyager star and 
holographic doctor Robert Picardo, Dick 
Smith and Jackie Joseph. Lots of concert in 
jokes like flying pizza boxes, lighters, stage 
diving, dope, ‘forbidden’ bathroom. A great 
flick.” 

Also answering correctly were Gerry 
Anderson of Vienna, Virginia; Antonio 
Barajas of Dallas; James Browning of 
Dallas; Kimberly Chun of San Francisco; 
Scott Cornish of New Hartford, New York; 
Dennis Nowlin of Fort Worth, Texas;Blair 
Powell of Pittsburgh; Michelle Rudnik 


of Greensburg, Pennsylvania; Guy E. 
Rusiski of Pittsburgh; Patti Vincent of 
Dallas; Mare Weiss of Van Nuys, Califor- 
nia; Bonnie Wells of Duncanville, Texas; 
Brian Yelverton of Salem, Massachusetts; 
John P. Yungk of New Britain, Connecti- 
cut; andJosephS. Zitt of Farmers Branch, 
Texas. 
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Video Sales 


Celebrity skin videos! Your favorite ac- 
tresses in their rarest, barest movies! Free 
catalog. 1483 N. Mt. Juliet Rd. #142, Mt. 
Juliet, TN 37122. 

Real hidden camera videos. Buy, sell, trade. 
735 S. Figueroa St. #544, Los Angeles, CA 
90017. 


Fanzines 


Planet B—ultimate horror zine. Send SASE 
to Basement Productions, 728 James Street 
#4, Pittsburgh, PA 15212. Free Sample. 


Catalogs 


Drive-in movie rentals by mail! Almost 
2,000 rare, out-of-print and hard-to-find 
horror, exploitation, and B movies avail- | 
able to inexpensively rent to anywhere in 
the U.S. If your local video store carries it, 
we don’t want it! Plus, a complete line of 
boods, magazines, videos, posters, T-shirts 
and more! For complete information, our 
rental film review guide, and our latest 
merchandise listing, send $3 to: Video 
Wasteland, 214 Fair St., Berea, OH 44017. 
Phone (216) 891-1920. 
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